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CASTLE PINCKNEY. 

“Heigh! what is this?” 
said Capt. Cowpens. ‘That 
tight piece of brick and mor- 
tar was not here in ’76. 
Ah! friend Marion, these 
changes make us feel old.” 

Mr. Marion looked a little 
nervous at the word us, and 
rubbed his hair, as if, like a 
blind man, he could feel 
colours. 

Captain Cowpziis could 
not take hiseyes from Cas- 
tle Pinckney, and a beauti- 
ful object it is, sitting like 
an ocean bird, amid the noi- 
sy solitude of dashing waters. 

“{ should love to live 
there,” said Charlotte, whis- 
pering to her mother, “and 
hear the musig ef the winds 
-and waver” 


| 





“I remember,” said the 
Captain, after musing a lit- 
tle while, “ they used to say, 
that there lived on that spot, 
before the year 1752, an old 
man and his daughter, who 
kept a tea house, where par- 
ties of pleasure resorted from 
Charleston to spend the eve- 
ni and drink tea; that 
the heen was washed away 
by the gale of 1752, and the 
old man certainly, and pro- 
bably his daughter, was 
drowned. “Its history since 
that period,” said Mr. Mari- 
on, “issoon told. It remained 
unoccupied from 1752 to 
1780, when Charleston was 
besieged by the British forces 
under the command of Sir 
Henry Clinton, and they 
erected a battery under the 
supervision of Col. Mon- 
crieff, Enginzer, and called 
it Mud Fort. This fort, of 
course, was held by the Brit- 
tish as long as they held 
Charleston. After the revolu- 
tionary war, in 1798, and 
during the administration of 
Mr. Adams, ia anticipation 





ofa war with France, our 
government erected a Fort 
or Castle, and denominated 
it Castle Pinckney, in com~ 
pliment to Charles Cotes- 
worth Pinckney, Ambassador 
to France,who just about that 
time returned home. Cherles 
Pinckney was at the same 
time governor of South 
Carolina, but the compli- 
ment was paid to the ambas- 
sador. This fort had not been 
built upon a stable founda- 
tion, for it was some time af- 
terwards washed away. The 
present fort or castle was 
built,in the year 1811,by Mr. 
John Gordon,now alive, and 
a resident of Charleston, 
and was erected in anticipas 
tion of a war with. Great 
Britain, which was declared 
the year after. 


While he spoke, the good 
Steamer Charleston, darted 
on her way,and in a few mo- 
ments the boys thought of 
nothing but their fishing 
tackle, and the girls their 


prospect of picking up shells 
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[The Editor of the Rose Bnd cheer- 
fully answers a private criticism, re~ 
specting her former article on Sullis 
van’s Island. 

We apprehend that few persons 
will confound Gen. Charles and Hen- 
ry Lee. We are not aware of inti- 
mating that the former was a Virgin- 
ian ; on the contrary, Edward Marion 
(Rose Bud No. 9 page 33d) says 
proinptly of Gen, Lee, Commander of 
the Southern Forces in ’76, that he was 
born in North Wales in Great Britian. 

By connecting Gen. Charles Lee 
with the Battle of Fort Moultrie,1776, 
we sufficiently distinguished hitn from 
Henry Lee, who was not ordered to 
the South, until 1780, under General 
Greene, 

By referring to Moultrie’s Memoirs 
of the American Revolution, Vol. Ist, 
page 14jst, our young correspondent 
will understand, how Gen. Charles 
Lee gained fame by his wisdom and 
bravery in the Southern campaign, or 
more properly contest, and the ef- 
fect, which his presence had on the 
Charleston 'Troops. 

We inform our young cerrespon- 
dent, that Captain Cowpens is only 
@e- a haber «. Mee ae, 4 
Wi..ipuor room to givea sketch of 
our noble countryman, Henry Lee of 
Virginia, and many other worthies.] 





For my Youngest 
Readers. 


—_—_——-— — 
— 


Does Edward behave 
well-at church? I hope 
he does, I know a lit- 
tle boy who puts ground- 











nuts in his pecket, and 


eats theminchurch. Is 
that proper? I know a 
little: boy, who knocks 
his heels against the 


bench, and makes a 


noise. Is that. right ? 
Johnny keeps- getting 
up on his seat, and Hen- 
ry beats a drum on the 
top efthepew. Ikaow 


another Henry, who 
sits very still, and reads 


his catechism; and ano-. 


ther Johnny, who tries 
to hear what his dear 
minister says,and I know 
another sweet little boy, 
who repeats the text 
every Sunday. How 
does the little boy, who 


Is reading this, behave 


at church? If he behaves 
well, I wish I could see 
him. If he is naughty, I 
do not wish to see him 
until he is good. 





EES 








ANECDOTE 


OF A CHARLESTON BOY. 


Soon after the opening of 
the school, supported by the 
Apprentices’ Library Society, 
a few weeks since,the teach- 
er was passing along the 
street, when he met a little 
boy, who came up to him, 
and asked, if he was the 
master of that school. He 
replied that he was. “Well, 
Sir,” saidthe lad, “I wish 
I could attend it, for I 
want very much to get a 
little knowledge.” 
why do you not come?” 
“Why, I hear, Sir, that the 
terms are three dollars a 


quarter, and that if must be 


id in advance. Now | 
ave not more than one dol- 


lat in*the world, But -if | 


you’ would trust me’ till the 
end of thé ‘quarter, 1 think 
I might make up the sum, 


“And 





re 





for the gentleman, to whoa 


I am bound as an apprentice, 
allows me 12 1-2 cents a 
week spending money, and 
every now and then, I get 
alittle job of some kind of 
work to do, which brings me 
ina fourpence, and I had 
rather spend it for learning 
than in any other way. So 
Sir, will you let me come on 
these conditions?” “By all 
means,” answered the good 
natured teacher. ‘Let me see 
you at school as soon as pos- 
sible. ” 

Who would be surprised, 
if in twenty years, this boy 
should rise to great distinc- 
tion 7 





A BLIND AUTHOR AND NATURALIST, 
Francis Huber 

Of Geneva, in Switzerland, 
It is a singular circum- 


stance that Huber, who has 


most critically observed the 
habits of bees,and who hag 
published the most valuable 


‘information on the subject, 


was blind. 

He was in the habit of en- 
joying the rural walks round 
his dwelling alone, by means 
of a knotted cord which was 
attached to different objects, * 
and which he felt going’ 
along. He had immense 
numbers of bees, and inven- 
ted glass hives of various 
forms ; thesé were watched 
by an intelligent servant of 
Huber’s, named Fraticis” 
Burnens. _Thismdan was so" 
ardent in Huber’s~ service, 
that he would put his ‘hand * 
into a wasp’s nest, if his nias- 
ter wished him to make any 
experiments on thefr habits: 
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He had a hive of these bees 
discovered by Captain Hall 
in the environs of Tampico, 
without a sting. 


While mentioning bees 
without a sting, let us not 
despair of finding sweet 
young people without the 
sting of bad tempers,and bad 
manners, 


He struck off his letters 
en a printing press of his own 
planning, and was thus in- 
dependent in writing. He 
took pleasure to the last in 
directing the studies of the 
ee. and possessed in the 


ighest degree the art of 


pleasing them. 


He was beloved by Maria 
Aimee Lullin,whose parents 
did not approve her marrying 
a blind man. Respecting 
their opinion,she waited until 
her twenty fifth year, when 
she was allowed to de- 
cide for herself. At that 
period she married him, 
and devoted. herself to his 
happiness. She was his read- 
er, his secretary,his observ- 
er, and he said affectionately 
at her death, which took 
place after they, had been 
married forty years, ,“ As 
long as she lived, Iwas not 
sensible to the misfortune of 
being blind.” ist 

It was said to be an affect- 
ing. sight when, Maria led 
her lover to the altar, 

We could dwell much long- 
er on the character of the 
blind,but bright minded Hu- 
ber. Let us learn, from him, 
not 4o be discouraged by per- 
sonal deficiences. 
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AGENT FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Subscribers are informed, 
that Mr. James M. Bee, of 
Charleston, 8. C. is appoin- 
Agent 


ted by the editor, 
for the Rose Bud. 
Applications and payments 
for subscriptions will be 
made to him,at his residence, 
No 43 Tradd-st. or at the of- 
fice of the Mercury,East Bay. 





We are requested to state, 
that the Ladies’ Fuel Society 


‘of this City, has already re- 


lieved about twenty distress- 
ed widows,from extreme suf- 
ering, during the month of 
November.: The receipts a- 
mounted to 250 dollars from 
Subscriptions and Donations. 

Those who are disposed 
to unite in this charity, 
may be assured of a judi- 
cious disposition of the funds. 





Panorama. 

The Panorama of Water- 
loo, &c. isa fine moral as 
well as historical exhibition. 
Many books might be read 
without producing the feel- 
ing of fallen grandeur, 
which is excited by the pic- 
ture of St. Helena. We 

“hope. that this is but the be- 
ginning of panoramic dra- 





mas of History. 





AUTHENTIC LETTERS 


BY ELIZA WILKINSON. 
Written during the invasion and 
possession of Charleston, by the Brit- 
ish, in 1779, and copied by herself, 
for a friend, in 1782. 
( Continued.) 


YONGE’s ISLAND, 
[About 30 miles from Charleston.) 


At length, I heard, they 
had got possession of the Georgia 
State, and used the inhabitants cru 
elly, paying no respect to age or sex; 
but then, again, I heard to the contra- 
ry, that their behaviour to the Ladics 
was unexceptionable. I did not 
know what to think, much less what 
to do, should they invade our State, 
which was daily expected. 

Thousands would I have given to 
have been in any part of the globe, 
where I might not see them, or to 
have been secure from the impending 
evils, which were ready to burst over 
our heada. 

I was in Charleston when we heard 
that a large party of them had land- 

somewhere near Beaufort. I saw 
— oe of our mowspen 

roops, leave town to o @ Ns 
vaders of their i * sages They 
marched with the greatest alacrity 
= not regarding the weaths 
er, though the rain poured down in- 
cessantly upon them. I cannot de- 
scribe my feelings upon this sight— 
gratitude, affection, and pity for m 
countrymen filled my heart, and my 
eyes, whieh pursued them unti! out 
ef sight, and then, every good wish 
attended them. owever, it wae 
not long, before our little band of 
Patriots returned to their homes in 
triumph, excepting a few, who had 
sealed the cause with their blood,- 
Peace to their ashes, and everlasting 
hap iness to their immortal part. 

“Well have th srished——for in‘ 
fight they fell.” 1 ink old Priam 
says this, of his sons, who fell at the 
siege of Troy. But, who can for. 
bear the tear of sympathy for the dis- 
tressed families, who are Icft behind to 
mourn the fall of those, they highly 
valued, and from whom they derived 
their support? Pitiable reflection! 
“How do’the rich fee] the dis- 
tresses of the poor, and.in the midst 
of conquest and acclamation, who re- 

deth the tears and afflictions’ of 

se, who have lost their friends 
the public service?” 


ATo be cantinned? 














6O 


THRE ROSE 





BUtp. 





OBUGUATAL PORWR Ye 


THE NEW BOO'Ts. 
Dear mama, come and lovk at these beautiful boots, 
Just hear, what an elegant creak ! 
I declare there's no music so sweet in the world, 
As that, which a new boot can speak. 





Take care, sister Anna, don’t come in my way, 
Run turther, you troublesome chit, 

You would look at my boots? Oh very well, dear, 
Come, and see how completely they fit. 


Why, really the child has a share of good sense, 
Just sce her admiring gaze ; 

Come, come, sister Nanay, and sit in my lap, 
Litule children have such pretty ways. 


Do mama don't* look anxicusly down at my toos, 
J assure you they don’t huit at all, 

They oniy lool: tight, as is often the case, 
1 would not have bought them too smalt. 


Young Loring and I chose our boots at fone time, 
His foot is the size of my own; 

But really, mama, he bought his so large, 
‘That he look’d like g clown overgrown. 


Herk! Toney is coming, now don’t say a word, 
Just see how his black eyes will shine ! 

Hear, Toney, my boy, what an elegant creak, 
Proceed from these new boots ef mine. 


Did you ever behold any thing more complete ? 
Why turn your white eyes to the wall? 
“Te new, and he bright, my young massa, for true, 


Aud Pride neber feel pain at all.” 
Cc, G. 


+ A Southernism among children. { Another. 





[We thank the Author of the following lines for his 
kind offer to contribute all in his power to the interests of 
the Rosr Bup. We know not how he could more efit c- 
tually attain that end, than by frequently communicating 
the productions of his mind. 

It may interest our young readers to know, that the 
original manuscript of this hymn was printed by its au- 
thor with a pen, for the use of his little boy, before he 
was able to read writing. This printed copy is employed 
by our compositor. ] 

FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
FIYMN FOR A CHILD. 


The glorious God, who reigns on high, 
Who formed the earth, and built the sky, 
Stoops from his throne in Heaven, 4o hear 
A little infant’s prattling prayer. 


Father of all! My Father too! 

Oh make me good, and just, and true, 
Make me delight to learn thy word, 
And love to pray, and praise thee, Lert. 


ee —-—s 
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Oh may thy gracious presence bless 

And guard my ehildhcod’s helplessness, 
Be with me, as] grow in years, 

And guide mc thiough Uus vale of tears. 


dD, 





A PETAL FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
THE DYING MOTITER’S SONG. 

Sleep, my infant, gently smiling; 

Rest thee from thy hour of play, 
Thy soft breath, my heart beguiling, 

Soothes me on life’s toilsome way. 
Safely slecp ; my arms enfold thee ; 

Danger, care, thou canst not know; 
While a mother’s eyes behold thee, 

Safe thy paih from every foe. 


Thou wilt miss my glance to-morrow, 
Answering thine, my blooming boy ! 

Soon will come a night of sorrow, 
Closing o’er thy day of joy. 

But wilt thou be friendless ?> Never ! 
While thy Father reigns above, 

He shall guard thy steps forever, 
Iricnd of Innocence and Love. 


Be his holy presence near thee! 
Be his spirit in thy heart, 
Through thy life to guide and cheer thee, 
Nor, when life is o’er, depart! 
Father! in thy care confiding, 
Calm I bow to thy decree ; 
Every fear of ill betiding, 
Flies before the thought of Thee. 
“ugusia, Georgia. 


CPAWRRARRARBUAURUUERURAIAA 


WDULUD» on the 22d inst. Georceanne AmeEta, 
only daughter of W. Goopricn, aged 1 month and 28 


days. “ Of such is the kingdom of Heaven.” 
CRRA CRRRRRRARAARG 
Capture of Don Wiguel’s Fieet: 


The last accounts state that on the 27th 
Sep. Don Miguel’s fleet put in at Vigo, a 
Spanish town north of the River Minho, 
which you will see on the northern bounda- 
ry of Portugal. They were received cold- 
ly, and obliged to putto sea. They were 
then attacked byDon Pedro’s fleet. A com- 
plete victory was obtained by Admiral Sar 
torius and both squadrons were seen steer. 
ing for Oporto in company. 

The Miguelite army had been also de- 
feated before Oporto, and had retreated te 
Penafiel, 15 miles distant. 

Spain. Ferdinand’s health was improving. 
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